
Your Great-Grandfather's Ink
was an inconstant mixture, thickened or

thinned, as it required. Since those days
Carter has made the making of writing fluids

as exact a science as the
grinding of a lens.
Carter's Inx are for writer
folks who are particular
about writing results. And
now comes Carter's most
recent ink discovery.

Carter's
Pencraft

Combined
Office and Fountain Pen

Ink
.one ink equally adapted to either fountain pens
or inkwell use. It has the famous Carter smoothness
and brilliancy. It gums less than others, corrodes
less, writes a deep blue and dries a time-defying black.
Pencraft Ink is at all the best stationers' in various
sizes at prices from $ 1.00 (qt.) to 15 cents per bottle.

After all, no
ink like Carter's.

THECARTER'SINK COMPANY \
Boston, Mass.

New York Chicago Montreal
Largest Manufacturers of
Writing Inks, Adhesive*.
Typewriter Ribbons ana
Carbon Papers in A merica.

\ou could
dip this
house in,
wafer

Stucco, concrete or brick wills absorb
much water. Incoming damp, unsanitary
and disfigured. But they can be water¬
proofed and beautified with

TRUS-CON

.TONE
APPLIED WITH A BRUSH

A liquid cement coating which becomes an
inseparable part of the wall, sealing all pores
and filling hair-cracks. Hard as flint. Damp-
proof. weather-resisting, (lives uniform,
artistic color. Applied to new or old walls.
Furnished in a variety of pleasing tones.

It will pay you to learn about Trus t on
\Y terproofinjj Products. Write for full
info- maiion. t> llin« usviiirncik

THE TRUS-CON LABORATORIES
153 Trnx-Con Building. Detroit. Mich.

Waterproofing.Dampproofings.Technical Pamls

/
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10 Cents a DayPay for This Cornet

Ana»toun<iinjrotter! Onlv 10c
. any buys thia H-.iperb Triple Silver l'lated
Lyric Cornet. Free Trial before you deciue
to buy. W rite for but otter.

Write^ io uuy. nriuiur out uner.

WURUIZER Free Band Catalog*k>> itLn ii j n.... <>

Carrying Case Free
with this superb
triplexilverplated
Lyric Cornet.

d Catalog:. Koek-
botturn. direct-frorn-mjinufai'tiirer'a prioes
on all lvin<idof inatrumentit. I'uy at rate of a
few cent* a day. Ueneroua ttllowance for

old inatrumenta. Free Trial. We supply
U»e U. S. Gov't. Write to.lay.

Tho Rudolph Wurlitzar Co., Dept. 2425
4th St..Ciwclnr»atl.O. S.Wabaah

53"^| M»ni| >ak« in-mntlj in all otanrll*. n«ril»»»are, a wmintm. tin, h
I bo» »a»«r ta*». «ie. N« om.«nt .,r r.tat. Any o-.«- <-au u» th«n. I
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I Wanted. Collette Mfg. Oo., Box 442 Amsterdam,N. Y. |

WHILE IT RAINED

face with the eyes <.| a beggar: but the re¬

sponse he had hoped for was not there.
"I I don't know," she faltered. "I

guess we've had our time, Jo!n."
And then he knew she woulti never under¬

stand; knew too that she was not the kind
of wife to whom a man could confide a secret
like his. But he tried again. "Remember
that time, about twenty years ago, when we
sat under the trees.the same old trees,
Muriel? 1 was asking you to be mv wife.
'Will you marry me?' I said, just as plain
and direct like that, without any soft words.
We were both of us too tired, I guess, and
too ]x«>r and lonesome, to dabble with senti¬
ment. I guess we weren't like the others,
Muriel, the others who have sat under these
old trees since then. We were never young,
you know."
"Maybe it was best that way," she con¬

soled. "We always were plainspoken and
simple folks. And we've been getting along
pretty well.I guess as well as the others.
And I am sure I have been a lot happier
since I left Worley's office."

RICK N'S suddenly became aware that
the odor of bay rum he exuded fresh

from his Sunday morning shave was con¬

taminating the breath of the lilacs. But the
impression was fleeting. His wife was nurs¬

ing a wound acquired by the youngest Bick-
ins in his efforts to run at top speed round a

circular flowerbed and prove that the law
of centrifugal force was all bosh.

"If it hadn't been for Worley." he
thought aloud; though he hadn't meant to.

"Worley, yes."said his wife, and there was
bitterness in her voice that startled him.
"What do you know aliout Worley?" he

demanded a little sharply.
"Why, John, he was my employer, you

know," she explained meekly. "It was while
I worked in his office that I got to know you
.don't you remember?"

"Yes, yes, of course. Queer I should have
forgotten it." And then, muttering under
his breath, all but too low for her to hear,
"Scoundrel!"
She forced her arm tenderly under his.

"But he can't harm us any more, John."
"L's.harm us?" Me gave a little startled

gasp. "What do you mean, Muriel? How
did he ever harm us?"

"(th, I am not sure just what I meant,
John. I never liked him, you know," this
with a weak laugh that something strangled
into a groan. But it reassured Bickins.

"I was just thinking," he said, "about
poor.poor Jones. You never heard of him,
I guess?"
"Xo, I never heard of him. You are not

cold, are you, John? But what are you sav¬

ing about Jones?"
Bickins, fumbling for words, wondered

how she could find it cold; for the air was

warm and caressing. Then, "Jones was

Worley's partner.I mean one of Worlev's
partners. Guess you never knew much
about Worlev's affairs Well, poor Jones
was on the inside sure enough! lie meant
well enough, did Jones; but he was young
and foolish and poor, and there was a girl.
They were to be married as soon as he could
get a little balance in the bank. And then
Worley."
He glanced at his wife. Herface, tense but

unimaginative, showed no trace of keener
interest.

"\\ orley came to Jones and showed him
how lie could use that bank balance," he
continued bitterly. "He whispered a scheme
into his ear, whispered it in that smooth,
cunning way of his. They were to start a
new investment enterprise with Jones as its
president. It looked straight enough to Jones,
honest fool that he was. Things began to
l<x.k cheerful. The girl and he had decided
on the day. Then.
"You never really knew what a skulking

dog \\ orley was. The concern was a fraud,
a barefaced swindle; though [ones didn't
know it until it was too late. Then, as he
was the nominal head of the concern, he
was^ told he could either refund the inves¬
tors' money or go to the pen.
"He asked \\ orley to help him. Worley

laughed. Said it was none of his affair.
Jones got down and begged him on his
knees. Worley smiled that fiendish leer of
his. He went to his safe and took out some

papers. He held them before Jones' eyes.
1 could send you to the penitentiary with

this, he snarled. 'Why, you are nothing
but a common thief, Jones!" The best thing
you can do is to look up your friends and
borrow money to pay off those howlers.
When they are paid I'll tear up these papers:
not before.'

"I don't know why Jones didn't choke the
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life out of him. Maybe on account of t lit-
girl. His friends helped him. He got a

twenty here, a fifty there, and finally the
investors were paid.
"Then they were married. Shedidn't know

doesn t know- yet. Jones has lieen doing
pietty well; but every cent he has earned
except a bare living for the wife,.poor'
loyal thing!.has gone to repay the friends.
His wife thinks he gives her every cent lie

carP'^.'i ."!,t "ever a complaint from her'"
Still the woman was staring into the mist
But when the friends are paid," she said at

last, Jones troubles will 1»eover,won't they
Hnkins laughed bitferlv. "There arc

stil the papers in Worlev's safe. Worlev
had promised to return them: but he knows
that as long as he keeps them Jones will keep
us mouth shut. Jones had incriminated
himself pretty badlv bv obeying orders and
the papers still prove it. I,,' the eves of the
law Jones is a. a thief."

T'i',vr"n,an wol,nrl :l cloak about her
^

N hy doesn't he till his wife? "she asked.
A man hates to tell his wife he is a thief.

And why should he worrv her?"
"Oh I see. But she would be glad, Tohn

and she would be proud to know how he
has struggled for years to pay off that debt
an 1 gi\ e his children a clear name

"

"Do you really think so, Muriel?" he
asked with nervous intensity*.

1 c'"' ?'le h(-'r face pale and wan in
the gathering dusk.
He bent close to her and took her hand

his voice strangely exultant as he said, "But
what about the papers, Muriel, the papers
in \\ orley s safe? Do you think he would
be doing right by worrying her about them?"
She looked at him in a bewildered way.

Papers.f thought you knew!"
Didn t I tell you what a cur he is? Wor¬

lev means to hold them as a club over Tones
for the rest of his life."

J

!"i sa"' '"s vv'fc quietly.
\\ on t! \\ hat do you mean, Muriel?"

ISHMAEL

then sniffed cautiously at it, the bristles ris-
ing at the back of his neck.
, 'rht; h"l,I,se d\>"\ «as thrown open and a
>ar of yellow light shot across the vard
-Martin Sammis, aroused by the racket, ap¬
peared hall dressed, bearing a shotgun, and
tolowed by Robert. In the bright moon¬

light big Ishmael was plainly visible by the
chicken house, his nose to the ground.
t t i f S,mo^;' cned Sammis. "It's that
black devil. I knew it."

Bringing his gun quickly to his shoulde r,
he tired; but Ishmael was not there His
quick-sense had caught a noise at the other
end of the yard, and with incredible speed
tor so bulky a creature he dashed round the
corner just m time to catch sight of a swift
lithe body disappearing in the weeds
1 here was a deep, growling roar from Ish¬
mael S throat, a tremendous rush, a smoth¬
ered cry among the burdocks, and then
silence.

,w"),'iaMin S?mnJ11,s.can]e "P . a run, and
would ha\e fired his other barrel at the first
movement his eye caught; but Robert was
ahead of him.
"Don t shoot. Dad!" he cried. "There's

something else." What, he did not know';
but his sharp eves had seen something be¬
side Ishmael, and that something was not
a nen.

r,As. 'he man and boy approached Ishmael
lifted his head and stood his ground. Some-
tiling had been awakened in his shaegv
breast that, for the moment at least, drove
all fear from him.

.J.y->UJ.hkTin,R- useless I've got you

"Oh, John, John, I thought you knJ-w I
should have told you.about those pipers.
Jones needn't worry about them, because
they.they are not in.in Worlev'ssafe rfaow."

"WOT in Worley'ssafeany longer!" Of rl <xid-
den a quiver ran through his bod>\ the

blood pounded fiercely against his temjYles,
and he seized her arm in a convulsive gVip.

"No, I -t hat is, the girl, the girl he was jt,o
marry.stole the paners from the safe," con¬
tinued his wife. "She knew more about
Worley's ]>rivatc affairs than most people
thought. She stole rhe paj>ers, and she has
kept them ever since. And she has known
all about her husband, his sacrifices and his
struggles, and.and she has loved him all the
more for it. And she would have told him a

long time ago, John, if she hadn't thought he
believed Worlcy destroyed the papers."
He sat very still beside her, looking into

her worn and pale face and listening to his
watch ticking off the seconds in his vest
pocket. And as it ticked months and years
swung on slow hinges, revealing in a friend¬
lier sunshine the springs that had flown, and
flooding in a rich, glad dawn the falls and
winters that were coming.

"Muriel, Muriel!" he murmured, eager to
fold her in his arms, yet shrinking as one
shrinks from an object made sacred by long
and weary years of search. "Muriel.and
you have borne this with me! The poverty
and the fears and the shame and all.borne
it with me all these years! And I haven't
known it.haven't known you, Muriel!"

Raindrops were falling,.fresh, life-giving
raindrops such as only spring can shed,
and the old trees above the bench dripped
them, one by one, one by one, on the two
below. A sleepily moaning wind rustled in
the branches, and then the drops fell more

copiously. But the two below did not know.
"Look! it's raining! The children, every¬

body, are gone to the pavilion. Why, John,
we are the only ones who have stayed out
in the rain!"
He laughed, and it no longer sounded like

the cry of one who knows his spring and
summer have flown and that fall is near.
"And doesn't that prove, Muriel," he said,
"that we are still young?"

Continued from page 5

"Spent his life at the end of a chain,
and reputrd to be dangerous."

know what it is; but I guess it's it all right."
"Dad!" said Robert meekly.
His father was contemplating the remains

of Putorius in silence.
"You see Ishmael didn't kill the chickens."
"Ishmacl? What's Ishmael?"
"This is Ishmael," said Robert, a sort of

fatherly pride crowding up into his throat.
"Mayn't I keep him.now.Dad?"
Martin Sammis glanced at the pair. Ish¬

mael was sitting on his haunches, contem¬
plating the fac e of Robert with that worship¬
ful look that only Hog lovers can know or
believe in.

"Well," said he, "tie him out here by tlu
chicken house. He may keep other dogs
away," and lie turned back to the house
with his mysterious little carcass, thinking
of the tall story lie would have for his neigh¬
bors, and not noticing the boyish arms that
were thrown impulsively about the great
dog's neck, nor the curly head buried in the
shaggy coat, sobbing silently.


